HIFPOLYTUS
Chorus Leader
Oh, do not speak of it!
Phaedra
No, I'll not speak of it. But on this day
when I shake off the burden of this life                              725
I shall delight the Goddess who destroys me,
the Goddess Cypris.
Bitter will have been the love that conquers me,
but in my death I shall at least bring sorrow,
upon another, too, that his high heart
may know no arrogant joy at my life's, shipwreck;
he will have his share in this my mortal sickness                 730
and learn of chastity in moderation.
Chorus
STROPHE
Would that I were under the cliffs, in the secret hiding-
places of the rocks,
that Zeus might change me to a winged bird
and set me among the feathered flocks.
I would rise and fly to where the sea                                 735
washes the Adriatic coast,
and to the waters of Eridanus.
Into that deep-blue tide,
where their father, the Sun, goes down,
the unhappy maidens weep
tears from their amber-gleaming eyes                                 740
in pity for Phaethon.
ANTISTROPHE
I would win my way to the coast,
apple-bearing Hesperian coast,
of which the minstrels sing.
Where the Lord of the Ocean
denies the voyager further sailing,                                      745
and fixes the solemn limit of Heaven
which Giant Atlas upholds.
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